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fleeted in the pier-glass which doubled the room
were the portraits in oils of my grandparents,
looking wonderfully young, as you may have
noticed is often the case in people belonging to
ancient history, as though, strangely enough,
people were the same in those remote days, except
"that they wore different clothes.

I have often sat on the chair, and when patience
had inured me to the spines of the area I occupied,
looked at the reflections in the mirror of those
portraits, for they seemed more distant so, and in
a perspective according to their age, and so became
really my grandparents, in a room, properly, of
another world, which could be seen, but was not.
A room no one could enter any more. I remember

a black sofa, which smelt of dust, an antimacassar
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over its head. \ That sofa would wake to squeak
tales if I stood dn it to inspect the model of a ship
in yellow ivory5/f^sting on a wall-bracket above.
There were many Wd shells in the polished brass
fender, some withN thick orange lips and spotted
backs; others were spirals of mother-o'-pearl,
which took differ^ colours for every way you
held them. You CQulAsget the only sound in the
room by putting the shelly to your ear. Like the